CHAPTER 268 


April 16, 2014 


“Oh goddammit.” 

“Man, you really suck at this game.” 
“Yeah well you really suck at your face!” 
“What does that even mean?” 

“| don’t know...” 


Justin and Yu were out playing pool, where unfortunately Justin was failing miserably 
in every possible way. It’s like he had never picked up a pool stick in his life the way 
the balls seemed to never bounce into the holes. Furthermore, he more often than 
not sunk the eight ball within the first few turns. Depending on the kind of people 
you played pool with, you’d either have to reset the eight ball, and that was the end 
of your turn, or the game was immediately over and you lost. Yu was the kind of 
person who played the latter. Which meant he won every game thus far. It was 
actually getting to a point where it was almost embarrassing for Yu to keep winning 
like this. It was like playing Monopoly with a child and then actually aiming to try 
and kick their ass at Monopoly. You should be teaching them how to play, not taking 
all of their fake legal tender. But hey, Yu knew that if Justin was in his shoes right 
now, he’d take him for everything he had; so fair was fair. Justin sighed with 
aggravation as he slipped his hand into the hole and pulled out the eight ball he had 
managed to sink... again, carefully realigning all the balls in the center of the 
table... again. Did Justin ever mention how much he hated pool? No? Well that’s 
because this was a recent discovery for him as well. Also recently discovered, Justin 
was a Sore loser. 


“You’re lucky we’re not betting on this or I’d be the one with a fortune.” Yu 
remarked snidely, though Justin simply responded in kind with a death glare. One; 
he was just having an off-day. He was sure that was it. He was actually secretly very 
good at pool. Sure. That was what was happening here, he was just preserving his 
secret abilities for a true challenger... yes... Second, he did not have a fortune. | 
mean, yeah he had a shit ton of money, but that was all going towards schooling. 
He wasn’t one of those rich folk that just sort of got by on life because of their 
inheritance, and he sure as hell wouldn’t be compared to one, even off-handidly. He 
was better than that, let no one believe otherwise. 


“Will you stop assuming I’m rich? I’m not, okay?” 


“Could have fooled me.” Justin’s death glare only tightened a bit, in that ‘drop it or | 
will rip out your kidneys and sell them on the black market’ kind of way. Yeah we’d 
see who'd have the fortune then. No one, because then Justin would go to jail. At 
least, he was pretty sure he would. He had to wonder if there was a bail price for 
murder, but it was just so high no one could pay it. What a world this would be if 
that were true, but alas, that was just Justin wildly speculating. Might make a good 
premise for a movie though. He’d have to drop Izzy a line sometime, though he 
seemed fairly indignant to other’s opinions and ideas, so he wasn’t sure how well 
that would go. 


“| have to pay for schooling for not just me, but my sister too, and on top of that | 
still have to pay the bills for our house back in Inaba, lest it get taken from us. And 
then | got to pay for food, water, medicine; | don’t have the privilege of being under 
my parent’s protective wing Yu. | have to pay for every little fucking thing. | am not 
rich.” Justin countered with irritation before leaning his pool stick against the wall 
next to him, his patience with this game having just about dwindled. 


“Oh, oh, does that mean it’s my turn? Like, | don’t mean to complain. Watching is 
fun too. Just not this time. You really suck at pool.” Oh yeah, did | mention Erin was 
free today as well and had been at the pool hall as well? Yeah, because she was. 
Luckily, she wasn’t talking as much as usual. Either that or Justin was slowly but 
surely numbing his senses enough that he could pretend she was talking like a 
normal human being. Justin sighed before grabbing the pool stick again and tossing 
it over to her. She didn’t have very good hand-eye coordination though, it would 
appear. At least, the fact that she pretty much knocked it out of the way when she 
went to catch it seemed to imply that. Justin shook his head and sighed. Yu just 
chuckled a bit with amusement. Whereas most of the others found her constant 
bumbling annoying, he seemed to find it charming. So what she talked a lot; he 
didn’t see a problem. 


“Knock yourself out.” Justin sighed as he leaned against the wall, allowing Erin to 
Slip in with the pool stick she had shuffled over the floor to grab a moment earlier. 
She placed her pool stick between her index and middle fingers, only taking a 
second or two to line up her shot before losing interest and just shooting anyway. 
Either she had the luck of the Irish (even if she only had an Irish name) or she was 
onto something here, because she managed to get quite a few pool balls in on the 
first shot alone. Yu’s facial expression immediately shifted from one of playful glee 
to one of cautious skepticism. He had not expected miss sugar rush over here to not 
have the patience to play a game like pool, but alas, it seemed that may have 
actually been working towards her advantage. The world was funny like that 
sometimes; things that shouldn’t work more often than not did, and contradictions 
were more often than not indicators of the truth. 


“Just because you have bills to pay doesn’t mean you don’t have a shit ton of 
money, Justin.” Yu pointed out as he watched with great interest as Erin followed up 


her previous shot, and just kind of shot the ball anywhere. It was a complete shock 
she was able to hit anything in, let alone something that wasn’t the eight ball with 
the way she was playing. 


“So you’re rich?” Erin questioned with great enthusiasm and interest. “Like how rich 
are we talking? Like ‘rich chocolate’ kinda rich or Bill Gates kinda rich. Do you own a 
Ferrari? No no, you probably have more than one. How about a mansion? How come 
you’re living on campus if you have a mansion? How much do butlers cost. Because 
if they’re really cheap | was thinking | should hire one. You know, to bring me like... 
chips... and... and nacho cheese and stuff. And also to remind me to take my 
medication. That might help.” She pressed her finger to her lip as she suddenly 
realized she was going on a tangent again. She should really stop that. 


“Let’s just worry about getting your prescription first. You called your mom, right?” 
Justin questioned. It was a bit of a stretch since her mother lived in a different 
continent, and that cost a lot as far as making calls; Justin would know. She nodded 
a bit. 


“Mhmm. She said it was dex... dex...” 


“Erin, don’t do this to me.” Justin crossed his arms with annoyance. If she couldn’t 
remember it off the top of her head, then she better have it written down 
somewhere, because goddamn, he couldn’t take much more of this. And the sad 
part was he somehow doubted the medication was going to help all that much. | 
mean, obviously it would calm her down a little, but she was still going to be 
hyperactive, just you watch. 


“Dextroamphetamine. Yeah that was it. | think. D-e-x-t-r-o...-a-m-p...-h...tamine. 
Yeah that’s probably it. Probably. | have it written in a notepad back in the room. 
Chie made sure | wrote it down. Several times in fact. She’s really punctual about 
that stuff.” She smiled softly. She clearly hadn’t caught on Chie wasn’t doing that to 
be helpful, but because Erin had been keeping her up at night. And Justin knew she 
was because it seemed all Chie could talk about these days. She probably had 
narcolepsy too, from the sounds of it. But that was neither here nor there. Clearly 
Erin thought Chie had better intentions than she did, and that she seemed to 
admire. | guess in the long run it was a good thing she got paired with Chie. Mostly 
because the other option was Maya. And that was not only going to lead to Erin 
questioning her non-stop about why she couldn’t talk (not that she didn’t now 
anyway) but also Maya tended to be a lot less patient about this stuff. “I don’t know 
where to fill this stuff out though. Do | just, like, go to the nurse’s office? No, 
probably not. Unless the nurse is also a pharmacist. Is the nurse a pharmacist?” 


“No.” Justin answered bluntly before turning his attention towards Yu. “You wouldn’t 
happen to know where there’s a drug store around here would you.” He shook his 
head with denial almost immediately. What, just because he lived in the city, he 
knew his way around THIS city? Please, it took him at least a month to figure his 


way out around Inaba on his own, and that was a small place. This? In like a week? 
HA. Good one. 


“Nah. Junpei or Izzy might know, though.” 


“Somehow | doubt Izzy’s all the interested in helping.” Justin commented with slight 
disappointment. Sounded like Junpei was his main bet; which wasn’t necessarily a 
problem. Hell he seemed like he’d be happy enough to help with that, so he wasn’t 
going to object. There was the problem of him seeming kind of creepy around the 
girls at times, but Justin somehow doubted he had the balls to actually say anything 
to any of them, so he was in the safe zone for now. It was just Justin seemed kind of 
disappointed that Izzy wasn’t really a choice. He seemed like a pretty solitary guy. 
He never saw him around campus; he was always in the dorm doing homework or 
watching television and getting drunk. It was like he was purposely trying to avoid 
people. Justin could understand that feeling quite honestly; maybe that’s what 
upset him so much. All he knew was Izzy was near impossible to interact with. 


“Yeah, Izzy’s kind of a douchebag. | asked him about the script he was working on, 
but he got really mad. Like | wanted to know what his script was about, and he was 
like, ‘ta gueule!’ | didn’t even know he knew French. But he did. And he was really 
mean. But he also gives me free gum all the time... | guess he’s not that bad.” She 
shrugged after a moment. Justin and Yu passed each other a look of confusion after 
a moment. What the fuck did ta gueule mean? All the same, that did sound like Izzy. 
He really needed to chill out. | Know Erin could get a bit annoying with the fact that 
she just kept talking and talking, but it was clear she meant no harm. She just got 
really excited about pretty much everything. No need to go calling her names, or 
whatever the fuck it was Izzy had said; she was just interested in what he was 
writing. 


“Someone really needs to say something to him about his attitude.” Justin crossed 
his arms with disapproval. Even when he got pissed off at Erin’s rambling he tried to 
be nice about it. Sne had a medical condition, blaming her for something she 
couldn’t control was just dickish. Erin shrugged slightly. 


“Oh it’s not that big of a deal. He tries to swear at me in French all the time, but he 
usually translates wrong. Like, he doesn’t know French at all. It’s actually really 
funny. He accidentally called me a banana sundae with herpes once. It was hard not 
to laugh at that one. Then | realized he was trying to say | had herpes. Then | was 
just sad...” 


“I-I’m sorry, was there supposed to be a bright side to this story?” 


“| don’t remember. | think? No. Probably not.” 


